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Author's Notes: 

Okay, so, the funny thing about this one (other than it took me a literal day to write and that | may have 
suffered a temporary break from reality whilst doing so) is that this ended up considerably less dark than it 
was supposed to be. | wanted to write something akin to Sin, but ended writing something angst-ridden instead. | 
tried to fuck around with the entire Bystein/Euronymous thing again but due to the, y'know, lack of mentions 
of snuff films, animal cruelty, blood-sex and other Sin-related topics this ended up being..surprisingly emotional. 
| don't really know if it works that well, but | do know that | SPENT AROUND 14 HOURS ON THIS FUCKING THING 
SO IM POSTING IT TO THE INTERNET REGARDLESS IF WHETHER IT WORKED OR NOT. Also, the title draws on the 
Joy Division song ‘Day of the Lords’. 


Drivel, drivel, fucking drivel with a scowl Dead throws his notebook across the living room. 


Nothing is coming out right, nothing he writes he can actually use for the band. It's all just drivel Uter, 


mindless drivel 


After taking a deep breath, Dead walks over to the discarded notebook. He picks it up and sits back down, 


reopening it to try to retrace his steps. 


Structurally, there's nothing unusual. The lyrical format is sound, the dark metaphors are there, the personal 


anguish is evident between the lines but it's the subject matter that's out-of-the-ordinary. 


His lyrics have veered away from the misery of rotting in hell, or haunting old Transylvanian ruins, and more 


towards the misery of being a vampire who accidentally kills his lover, and ideas equally as ridiculous 


With a soft groan, Dead cradles his head, as if hoping to squeeze these strange feelings out of his ears. 
Mayhem will never accept these sorts of lyrics. The only acceptable kinds of lyrics that even hint at 
something ‘romantic’ deal with gorn or necrophilia, and Euronymous already made it abundantly clear that 


those are too trendy. 


Dead is close to just giving up. He'd ask Necrobutcher for help since he wrote most of Deathcrush's lyrics but 
he's not home. Hellhammer's wasting away somewhere in Oslo and Dead's afraid of what Euronymous will say. 
Euronymous, who's the cause of this whole, entire, godforsaken mess to begin with. Euronymous, who for some 


reason doesn't want to be friends with him anymore, and hates him now. 


Dead does another once over of his lyrics and then shuts the notebook for good. All of a sudden they hit a 
little bit too close to home for comfort. He looks at the wall clock and assumes Euronymous is napping, since 
his sleeping patterns have been out of whack for the last several months. Leaving the notebook on the table, 


Dead pulls on his coat and decides to take a small walk to clear his head. 


Its raining outside, making the forest smell all thick and heady. It nearly feels like home to Dead. Not home like 
Sweden, but home home, the place where he truly belongs. The place where he needs to get to. 


Dead walks aimlessly, careful not to stray too far from the cabin. Sitting at the base of a tree trunk, Dead 
hugs his knees to his chest and thinks hard, yet finds himself unable to keep his thoughts from scattering 
away from him. He imagines Transylvania four hundred years ago, and then imagines what his little brother 
might be having for dinner. When his thoughts stop back at Euronymous, Dead feels like gutting himself all 


over again. 


"He's been such a douche recently." Dead confided in Necrobutcher a few months ago. 
"| don't know if | did something to piss him of or." 
"He's been like this for a while now. He's doing it to us all. ts not you, it's him." Necrobutcher dismissed with a 


kind smile. When it came to friendship, Necrobutcher had always been a safer bet than someone as petulant, 


idealistic, and obsessive as Euronymous. 


"Not that | care that much what he thinks of me but. | don't know who l'm going to watch horror movies with 


now.’ Dead mumbled, scratching behind his ear. 
"With me, and I'll actually let you pick them." Necrobutcher said, his smile turning into a smirk. 


Dead realized quickly that he didn't really care if Euronymous was an asshole who didn't let him pick which 
horror movies to watch, he had good taste anyway. Dead just wanted to watch horror movies with 


Euronymous, period. 


"Let's watch something, I'm so bored." Dead poked his head in Euronymous' bedroom, finding the small guitarist 
sitting cross legged on his bed with his Gibson 


He half-expected Euronymous to smile eagerly and say something like ‘Yeah, sure! But Im picking! but he just 
ended up scowling at Dead instead. 


"Can't you see I'm doing something?" He took his fingers off of the fretboard, gesturing down at the guitar. 


It rubbed Dead the wrong way, but he decided to take it like it just came out wrong. Euronymous was prone to 
saying the wrong thing but he wasn't purposely mean-spirited At least not usually. 


"Can | watch?" Euronymous would always let him do that, although Dead would actually spend more time 


admiring him rather than his guitar playing, even if it was rather impressive. 
"Uh..no?" Euronymous looked at Dead like he was a retard. "Fuck off." 


At first Dead thought he was just having a bad day, but his behaviour didn't really get any better. He could 
be sort of nice at times but by the three month mark Dead realized that he and Euronymous were no longer 


really friends. 


Dead likes to tell himself that heart break is stuff that women in bad romance novels feel, or stuff that 
people who're not him feel, but the sentiment almost seems unavoidable. Dead has, effectively, just lived 


through his first heart break, and it sucks just as much as they said it would. 

He looks down at his ratty Adidas as if they're the most interesting thing in the world right now, then he 
hears footsteps. Before he can turn his head to see who the fuck could possibly be wandering the woods, 
Euronymous drops the notebook over Dead's head. 


He yelps, feeling it tumble down his head. 


"Fallin in love, huh? That's not very ‘dead’ of you. Corpses don't feel love, they only feel death and misery" 


Euronymous taunts. 

It falls into Dead's lap, his blood running cold as he looks up at Euronymous fearfully. 

"That's none of your business." He mutters, rearranging his notebook shut. He looks Euronymous briefly in the 
eyes, trying his best to look self-assured but he falters. Dead becomes afraid that it's written all over his 
face. That all of it is about him. 


It's not like they're even all that romantic. There's no violent proclamation of eternal love, most of it is just 
thinly veiled metaphors for his feelings for the guitarist. 


"Who is she? Is she a groupie? Maybe | should fuck her. She'd probably go for me before she'd ever go for 
you." Euronymous mocks, grabbing Dead by the jaw. He forces Dead to look at him, and it feels unbearable. 


Dead tries to move his head away, but Euronymous is much stronger than him. 


"Pelle! Pelle! Lets go work out! It's good for you, Come onl" He remembers Euronymous telling him. Well, it's nice 
Euronymous kept up with it, but in retrospect now it doesn't seem like such a good thing. 


"Is there a reason you're doing this to me? You told me to leave you alone and | did. Return the favour." He 


bites out, and Euronymous ignores his request: 


"Who gave someone like you the right to even feel love? You're supposed to be dead, Dead. You're not supposed 


to feel love, you're only supposed to hate and want to die.” 
"Leave me alone. Bystein" He says. 
"You're not allowed to feel love." Euronymous states, his nails digging deep into his chin. 


"That's not up to you to decide now fuck off" Dead feels himself grow hot with anger. What's wrong with him? 
Does he really need to be such a goddamn douchebag? 


He takes Euronymous by the wrist and throws him as far as he can get him. 


The results are unexpected. The first thing Dead hears is a loud, garbled shriek breaking through the stillness 
of rain, and the second is that he sees his hand is slick with blood. 


Dead watches Euronymous in horror, as thought he can't believe that the straight-faced guitarist is really 
the cause of it. But he is, Euronymous lies on the forest floor, curled up in fetal position as he holds his wrist 


to his core. 


"Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit." Euronymous whispers over and over, trembling as Dead approaches him 
slowly. 


"Why are you bleeding?" He asks monotonously, crouching. 


"Fuck off. It's none of your business!” Euronymous snaps, before shrieking out once more when Dead grabs his 


wrist and yanks down the sleeve of his sweater. 


Youve got to be fucking kidding me. Dead thinks. Euronymous' entire forearm is covered in vertical cuts, some 


of which have been reopened with the force of Dead's grip. 
"Why?" Dead doesn't know what else to say. It's confusing and strange to him. He didn't imagine Euronymous as 
the type of person to play with knives like this. Then again, when he first met Euronymous he thought he was 


a nice guy, and look what ended up happening? 


"Go away! Leave me bel" Euronymous' voice comes out raspy and broken, the look in his eye is wild and 
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unhinged. 

Dead grabs Euronymous' other wrist and quickly drags him back into the cabin. Pushing him into the armchair, 
Dead quickly strips off his t shirt and wraps it around Euronymous’ wounded wrist, hoping to lessen the blood 
flow by just a little bit. 


Dead watches him sadly. Euronymous' chest rises and falls rapidly as he grits his teeth, his other hand is 
drawn in a tight fist. 


"Why did you do this to yourself?" Dead asks. 


"You're a dirty hypocrite, Per." Euronymous answers with, his voice steadily rising, "such a dirty, fucking, 


HYPOCRITE!" 
Blood slowly begins to seep through his shirt. 


Looking down at his own cuts, most of them are closed or almost healed. Dead made an effort to limit how 


much he self-harmed after Necrobutcher explained how to made him feel when he cut. 


"| never said anyone else should be like | am" Dead mumbles, before realizing that pressing his t shirt into 


Euronymous' wrist was doing next to nothing. 


‘Im going to sew your wrist closed." Dead decides, feeling ill to his stomach. He runs over and gets the first 


aid kit. Mentally apologizing to Euronymous that they have neither painkillers nor ice to numb him with. 
‘Its not like I'm going to die! Fuck off!" Euronymous snaps when Dead returns. 
"You'll get sick if you lose a lot of blood," He tells him. "Trust me, /d know.’ 


Dead pushes Euronymous' hair away from his face, noticing how tear-stricken it is. His small, blue eyes are 


watery and pink 
"Why are you crying?" 
"It hurts" Euronymous says indignantly, his lip quivering. 


"Don't cut yourself so deeply then" Dead says, trying not to brush Euronymous' hair behind his ear so 
affectionately. 


"Don't reopen them next time!" Euronymous argues, ever one to blame all of his own wrongdoings on others. It 


makes Dead smile bitterly. That's so Euronymous of him. 


"No. Just don't cut" Dead shakes his head, and takes out the lighter. He flickers it open and hovers the needle 
above the flame. Euronymous thrashes his head to force his hair to fall back into his face but Dead rises up 
to push it back again. He wants to look at Euronymous' face so badly, even if he's still mad at him, and even if 


no one really looks all that great in tears. 


"Jørn put this together for when | cut too deeply during shows." Dead explains to Euronymous in hopes of 
distracting him. 


"| don't give a fuck about Jørn" Euronymous snaps, sounding way too bitter for his own good. Dead lets that 
slide. If Euronymous doesn't want to be distracted then it's better to just leave him be. 


He pushes the nylon thread through the needle before lining it up with Euronymous' skin 
"How's your day been so far?" Dead asks innocuously as he -sloppily- begins sewing his wound shut. 
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Euronymous hisses before his voice collapses into a pained gag. 


"You already know what's wrong with me. We used to be real good friends. Remember?" Dead tells him, 


realizing how spiteful his tone is. He bites his tongue and continues to sew the wound shut. 


"If you tell me what's wrong | won't mention this to Jørn, but if you keep playing hardball with me then I'll go 
as far as telling your mother what you're getting up to. Its your choice." He finally decides on saying. This is 


unlike Dead, but sometimes you don't really have a choice. 


"IFs you and Jørn and you and Jørn and you an fuckin’ Jørn. Are you two gay for each other or something?" 


Euronymous mocks, wincing when Dead purposely digs the needle deeper than necessary. 


"No. He's just a nice person." Dead looks at Euronymous hard, studying him as if to see any sign of resignation 
There's none. Fucker. "Unlike you, who's ungrateful, cruel, vindictive, and belittles me even when I'm sitting at 


his knees and sewing his fucking wrist shut." 


That last bit is unplanned, but it feels damn good to say out loud. Euronymous' lip curls beneath his teeth, his 


nose crinkling unattractively. 
"My offer stands.” 


When he's done, Dead throws the blood-soaked t shirt over his stitched up arm defeatedly, and goes to call 


Euronymous' mother. 


"| don't know what you expect to hear from me." Euronymous finally speaks up, his tone still hard. Dead turns 
around and shrugs: 


"| dont expect all that much; but it's really funny how you, even then, still manage to fall below expectations” 
"That hurts’ 

"Its the truth, Øystein, and that's sort of what | expect from you." Dead laughs hollowly. 

“Kay. What does it look like?" Euronymous asks bitterly, gesturing down at himself 


"| don't know, You could've went swimming with sharks for all | know. For the past year or so you've been a 


complete asshole to me. Maybe you have a kink for that sort of shit, and asked your girlfriend to cut you up." 
"| don't have a girlfriend" Euronymous scoffs. 

"How am | supposed to know that?" 

"Have you considered that maybe l'm just not all that interested in you anymore, Per?" Euronymous snaps, 
leaning closer. He holds eye contact with Dead unwaveringly, as if to prove a point, but not one that hasn't 
already been proven 

"That's what | assumed happened. That's not the point though. | don't. don't care to be honest, that's not what 
I'm asking." Dead tells him. "I'll do it. | swear it will. You mother will probably force you to go back home and it'll 
be your fault for being unable to let go of your pride." 


"Are you threatening me?" 


"I am, so take your pick. You have two minutes, Øystein" Dead nods, and sits down in front of him on the 


coffee table. He throws little glances at the clock overhead. 
Euronymous only speaks up a minute in: 


"Christ, what does it honestly /ook like?" 


"| don't know, tell me." Dead softens his tone, hoping to weasel the explanation out of him. 
"la 

"Yes?" 

| was drunk, felt lonely. ‘S all" Euronymous quickly says. "Happy?" 


"Why were you lonely? Is it because you have no friends?" Dead tilts his head, feeling a pang of guilt at the 


agonized look that briefly crosses Euronymous' face, 
"You pushed everyone away. Why are you this upset about it?" 


"Because | didn't feel like | had much of a choice." Euronymous finally says, "it's in my best interest and the 
best interest of the band to act this way." 


"Clearly its not in your best interest at all" Dead points his chin at Euronymous' wrist. 
"And what do you know about my best interest?" Euronymous laughs darkly. 


"Well you're sitting in front of me, your wrist is fucked, and you're telling me you cut yourself because you 


were lonely. | feel like | know at least a little bit." Dead shrugs, holding onto his knees. 


"IFs not because l'm lonely, you idiot! It's because | hate myself! It's because | want to diel How fucking stupid 


are you?!" Euronymous shouts, as if he's surprised Dead cocks his head: 

"And why would you hate yourself?" As long as he keeps asking dumb questions, Dead feels like he'll be able to 
get to the bottom of this. At least he hopes. Maybe Euronymous will kill him before they ever get to the 
problem-solving stage. 

"Per." Euronymous says, his voice suddenly going defeated. It almost looks like he's begging Dead not to pry but 
Dead doesn't really care about the morality of any of this anymore. He doesn't have a relationship with him. 
Euronymous treated him like shit yesterday, and he'll probably treat him like shit tomorrow. 

"Tell me. Clearly I'm very stupid Øystein" He shrugs and looks at Euronymous expectantly. 

Euronymous looks down at the stitching over his wrist before he finally caves in 

‘lm not who | say | am, alright? I'm not who | want to be. All of this is pathetic. /m pathetic. | do pathetic 
things like these and | just hate myself even more." His eyes go watery again, and to be honest Dead doesn't 


know how to deal with people crying out of emotional pain. They never taught him this in school. 


"I like who you are, Øystein. | really like who you are." Dead finds himself admitting. 


"But / don't like me." And Euronymous is in tears again, hugging his knees to his chest and sobbing like a little 
boy. Dead does the only thing that comes to mind, and that's pulling Euronymous closer and hoping that he 
doesn't push him away. To his surprise Euronymous doesn't, he braces himself against Dead and cries even 
harder. 


"Then | don't know what to tell you outside of | like you. think you're pretty rad" / love you a lot 


Euronymous grabs Dead so tightly that it almost forces the air out of his lungs, to compensate Dead tightens 


his arms around him as well, pressing his nose into Euronymous' scalp. 


"You should take a shower, you're all covered in blood" Dead tells him after twenty minutes have passed and 


his sobs have calmed down to sniffles. 
Helping him up, Dead leads Euronymous into the bathroom. 


"Stay. Please don't leave me alone." Euronymous begs, when he has his shirt off and Dead decides it's in his 
best interest to go. He grabs Dead's wrist. 


"You want me to take a shower with you?" Dead asks incredulously, trying to keep his gaze off of his bare 
chest. He wants to touch Euronymous, he's powerless to stop the thoughts from creeping up. 


"Yes." 
"That's a bad idea" 


"Why?" Euronymous looks at him, his face becomes drawn with panic. Dead doesn't know the last time he's 


seen this much emotion on him. He's not too happy he's had to literally corner him in order to get it. 
Because | just want you so badly. 

"Nevermind, just.. keep your boxers on | guess." Dead shrugs, forcing himself to take his jeans off. He'd be an 
asshole to refuse him in his time of need, even if Euronymous has treated him like shit for the past year. 
Dead hates himself for having this kind of a moral compass. He doesn't get why he still cares about 


Euronymous so much. Existance would be so much easier if he didn't. 


He adjusts the water temperature when he sees that Euronymous' small fingers tremble too much to grip the 


faucet. 


They stumble in the shower, hot water hitting their skin. Dead wishes he used the excuse that his lungs are 


too weak to handle the steam. 


"Please hurry up.. you know how weak my lungs are." He says, crossing his arms over his chest self- 


consciously. 


Dead tries to think of the blood washing off of Euronymous and not the way that his boxers are sticking tight 
to his skin. He's running his hands all over his body, trying to rid himself of all its filth. 


Euronymous nods to show that he's heard him, leaning over to grab a bottle of body wash. His boxers run up 


his hips. Fuck Dead really wants to touch him. Why didn't he just stand outside the shower? 

The steam, scent of body wash, and Euronymous' soft breaths are making Dead's head go woozy. 
Euronymous eventually notices what Dead's trying to hide. 

"You're hard" Euronymous tells him, his voice is unreadable. It's like he's just pointing it out. 

'I told you so." Dead says softly and suddenly Euronymous pushes him into the wall 


Fearful, Dead screams out for help, thrashing in Euronymous' grip before he covers Dead's mouth with his. He 


kisses him passionately, his hands pressing Dead's biceps into the tiles to keep him in place. 


When he finally gets over the whiplash, Dead kisses Euronymous back. He parts his lips to allow Euronymous' 
tongue to slip in. He coils his tongue around Dead's before biting down on it hard. 


He moans softly, holding onto Euronymous' hair, as if to prove its really him, and it's really happening. Dead 


can feel some of the water hit him, and somehow it feels like it's burning when it meets his skin. 

Euronymous grabs his hips, pulling them closer before yanking down his boxers. He breathes heavily. 

"What are you doing?" Dead gasps, feeling Euronymous trace circles into his skin. 

"And what does it look like?" Euronymous' voice doesn't sound resentful this time. It's nearly playful, even if his 
expression is still somewhat grim. He kicks off his own boxers and Dead goes dizzy at the sight of Euronymous 


completely naked. He's gorgeous. It's driving Dead insane. 


"It looks like you're about to do something you'll regret" Dead says nervously, looking down at his hardened 


dick. 


"What? This?" Euronymous wraps his hand around Dead's member and begins stroking slowly. He keeps his gaze 


fixed on Dead's expressions. 


Dead almost slips, his knees turning to jello as Euronymous’ hand pumps up and down his cock He presses 


Dead's hip into the wall to keep him from falling "Oh my god.” 


"God? ‘S not very ‘black metal of you." He teases, his voice so gentle Dead almost doesn't recognize it. He 


opens his mouth to let Euronymous slip his tongue back in, his entire body so full of hellfire. His hands are 
rough from playing his guitar so frequently, and his skin is taut. Dead struggles to find something to hold onto. 


"Were the lyrics about me?" Euronymous suddenly asks against Dead's lips. 


"Yes. Yes. All of them" Dead nods, throwing his head back when the urge to cum builds up. He's already 
forgotten all about his fears of tripping in the shower and breaking his ankle or something. 


‘lm sorry for being a dick about them. They were actually really beautiful" Euronymous stops dead, self- 
hatred crossing his facial features anew. 


"IFs fine. | forgive you." Dead tells him blindly. "Lets go to my bedroom." He grabs Euronymous' unwounded 
wrist and drags him out of the bathroom, without even bothering to close the taps. They barely make it into 


Dead bedroom. 


"Focus." Dead tells him as Euronymous shoves him up the corridor wall and begins kissing and touching him 


again. 
"No." He says with childish impatience. 


It makes Dead laugh a little bit. It all feels like a dream sequence more than it does real life. Here he is, the 
person Dead's been pining after for so long, unable to keep his hands off of him. He's grinding his hips against 
his, and he's so hard. All the reasons why this is completely imperfect, or just a disasterous decision to begin 
with goes over Dead's head when they both fall over his bed. Shower-water soaks it upon contact. 


"I love you like crazy." Dead whispers against Euronymous' lips, his fingers finding their place in the roots of 
his wet hair. 


"I love you too." He repeats it over and over yet somehow it never quite loses its meaning. Dead's room was a 
bad choice, given all the animals he's collected beneath his bed but somehow neither notices. It smells like skin 


and body wash over the formaldehyde. 


"God. | love you so much" Euronymous whispers into his neck, already becoming dirty with sweat. Dead wonders 
if this is a confession a long time in the making, but chooses to let go of reason to live in the moment. He 


hopes it's not the last time. 

"What's that about not being ‘black metal?" 

"Satan. | love you so much." He corrects with a throaty laugh before covering Dead's mouth with his. 
Somehow, Dead always imagined Euronymous would be a more skilled kisser, but he's just as awkward and 


fumbling as Dead is. They do more with what feels good then what is perceived right, somehow Dead never 


considered that Euronymous might be shy, or inexperienced, or careful with who he gives himself to. He's 


never considered a lot of things it seems. 
Euronymous sticks his fingers into Dead's mouth unceremoniously. "| want to be inside of you so fucking badly: 


Another awful idea, and Dead realizes it but he slobbers over Euronymous' fingers instead, groaning out when 


he pushes them deep inside of him. It feels like a wall of sensation, everything loses consistency. 


Euronymous fingers him until he can't take it anymore, and then he spreads Dead's legs farther apart and 
fucks him, moaning at the feeling of his tight heat around him. 


"Fuck." Euronymous leans down and bites Dead's neck hard, pushing himself in as deep as he can 
Dead holds onto his shoulders, trying his best to bare with the initial discomfort. 


"I love you. | really really really love you." You should be with me. We should be together. Things don't need fo be 
so complicated We should be together. 


Dead doesn't remember the rest of it. 

When he wakes up, the sun is only just beginning to rise. The sky is navy, but orange and pink crack through 
the dark blue as Dead sits up. He's naked, and the sheets are still wet, and that's about the only proof of 
anything having happened. Dead feels anguish solidify in his stomach. Euronymous isn't sleeping next to him. 

He pulls on a discarded pair of jeans and goes out to explore, his head still woozy from the memories. Dead 
finds Euronymous sitting at the dining room table, drinking coffee. It must be the first time he's went to sleep 
and woken up at a reasonable hour in a long time. 


Although the clock says it's 5:45 in the morning, so it's not too reasonable. Ha 


Euronymous' eyes briefly soften at the sight of Dead and his numerous hickeys, before they harden up in 


something Dead recognizes far more. 

"Hey." he says gently, before Euronymous cuts in. 

"Keep your end of the bargain" 

Something in Dead finally freezes over and he says: “fine, where's my notebook?" 

He decides that if Euronymous would rather be someone else than he has the right to do that. 


Euronymous points over his shoulder to the coffee table, careful this time to avoid Dead's gaze. It's an oddity, 
but Dead feels too empty to give a shit anymore. 


He picks it up, and for the sake of Euronymous' faltering sanity, decides to pretend not to notice that there 


are a few pages missing. 


End. 


